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ORDER OF THE GRADUATING EXERCISES
Knights of Pythias Hall
SCARBORO HIGH SCHOOL
C om m encem ent Program
M usic
Prayer,

Rev. H. D. Knowles
Music

Salutatory, “Opportunities,”
Emma Florence Wentworth
History,
Hazel Lillian Johnson
Vocal Solo,
Miss Gladys Stinson
Oration, “W ater Power of Maine,”
Dwight Linley Libbey
Music
Prophecy and Gifts,
Marion Wilcomb Sargent
Valedictory', “Not at the Top but Climbing,”
Elva Gilman
Music
Presentation of Diplomas,
Supt. F. H. B. Heald
Class Motto:
“Not at the Top but Climbing.”
Class Colors'. Garnet and White
Class Flower'. Red Rose
Class Roll
Elva Gilman, Emma Florence Wentworth, Hazel Lillian Johnson,
Dwight Linley Libbey, Marion Wilcomb Sargent.
Principal, Clarence H. Brown: Assistant, Ella K. Litchfield, S u 
perintendent, F. H. B. Heald.

Extracts From Salutatory
E have now reached the goal towards which we have been
striving and must now leave the privileges and pleasures
which we have enjoyed for the last four years to take up
our greater duties, and to be ready to make the most of the oppor
tunities, which come before us each day. Everybody desires to do
his best when he has the opportunity. Unfortunately many of us
do not know an opportunity when it comes.
We are apt to think that genuine opportunities are similar to
the visits of angels—few and far between—and we live in hopes
that some day our chance may come. We think that it is not here
yet, little realizing it is with us even,- day.
It has been said that “one today is worth two tomorrow’s,” and
this is because today is crowded with opportunities that will never
come again.
In order that we may secure help from the future we must
make good use of all the advantages with which we are daily sup
plied.
It is an inspiration for young people to live in expectation of
Golden opportunities. Some writers call these occasions, emergen
cies; we call them opportunities. He who is living in anticipation
of greater things is more likely to know and appreciate his oppor
tunities when they are presented to him.
It is proved that we are all architects of our own fate and that
we mount the ladder of progress slowly. We well know that—
“ Heaven is not reached by a single bound,
But ive mount the ladder by which we rise
From the lowly earth to lofty skies,
And we mount to its summit round by round."
Nothing goes by more easily than an opportunity, and after it
is gone we generally wonder why our chance in life is not equal to
some other person’s whom we think has been more fortunate than
ourselves. What the true explanation would have been is, “They
grasped the opportunities as they came to them.” We read that

opportunities are every day affairs, and those who understand them
make the most of life. Noble deeds can be done each day and are
the foundations on which our characters are built.
James A. Garfield was a poor boy; during his early childhood
he was without money, books and instruction. We ask, how then
did he manage to become so great a man? The answer is—Simply
by improving the opportunities as they came to him.
As soon as he was old enough, he was obliged to earn all he
could. He spent no idle days and lost no time thinking and wait
ing for future opportunities, but did what he could each day. He
improved his chances, to the best of his ability and thus they be
came stepping-stones of his great future. His life is a good illus
tration of Longfellow’s poem,—“The Builders.” From his child
hood he was always building with the material which a kind “Prov
idence” furnished each day,—the best for a noble career.
The same chance is open to each of us. We may not all be
come Presidents, but we may so live that by making the most of
each opportunity offered us, we may at least have the great oppor
tunity of being again united in that great school above.
Let us remember while we are here th at—
“We are Architects of Fate,
Working in these walls of Time;
Some with massive deeds and great,
Some with ornaments of rhyme."
Nothing useless is, or low;
Each thing in its place is best:
And what seems but idle show
Strengthens and supports the rest."
EMMA FLORENCE WENTWORTH.

Class History of 13
OUR years have passed, dear parents and friends, since
I related to you the history of my class during the eight
years spent in the primary and grammar schools. This
time I am about 10 continue that history, adding only such details
as pertain to the Scarboro High School course, which we have now
completed.
Just as the United States of America, and each of her states
has a history', so has Scarboro High School, and all its respective
classes. The history of our class, the nineteenth to be graduated,
is well worthy of mention.
We entered Scarboro High School under the principalship of
Arthur W. Stetson, with Lida Harmon, now Mrs. A. F. Elwell, as
assistant, and Dr. B. F. Wentworth, superintendent of schools.
With these officers and instructors, we began our High School
career.
We were twelve shy freshmen, studying hard, and accomplish
ing much. But alas! Our class was disgraced the second term,
when Mr. Stetson placed three of our girls, Elva, Mildred, and my
self, in conspicuous front seats.
The sophomore class was small that year. However, this was
our good fortune. Because of their few numbers they quickly
realized that we were more than able to discover their schemes.
Consequently, we must have appeared very wise.
On February 27th,1910, the High School gave a drama entitled
“Miss Fearless and Company," and naturally we considered it a
great honor when three of our class were chosen to take part. After
wards this drama was repeated at North Scarboro and those who
attended enjoyed a very pleasant evening.
When we began the last term of our freshman year we found
that our most honorable principal had left the high school, and
Owen Dow was in his place. A decidedly importune time for a
change at the head of the faculty. But I remember we all passed
the examinations and th at I guess was the most we worried or cared
about.
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On assembling for our second year’s work we were sadly dis
appointed to find Alton Dowling and Fred Googins missing from
our class. We were also very sorry to lose Miss Harmon, but Mil
dred Sherman, who was elected in her stead, proved to be just as
an efficient teacher.
This was the year for fun. It was our turn to show the Fresh
men their places, for we were independent pupils of Scarboro High
School and if you had been a pupil this rhyme would have continu
ally rung in your ears:
You can always tell a Senior
For he's so sedately gowned;
You can always tell a Junior
From the way he jumps around:
You can always tell a Freshic
From his tanned looks and such,
And you can always tell a Sophomore
But you cannot tell him much.
Although our class did not assist in the drama which was put
on that year, I must not forget the lawn party given September 23,
1910, at the home of Stella Higgins, who was then a Senior. We
all attended this party and with the handsome decorations, games,
music and refreshments we could not help having a good time.
The next note of interest concerns the new Superintendent of
Schools, Rev. F. E. Freese. I mention his name because he took
such an interest in our school, talking and encouraging us in our
daily work.
At the beginning of our third year we were unlucky enou gh to
have only five left, to carry on the Junior work. Horace F. T u r
ner was principal of the High School and aided in carrying out two
dramas, “A Detective in Petticoats” and “ Breezy Point.” They
were very successful plays and brought in a “goodly sum.” Per
haps this was because our class was represented in each cast.
With the good times there are always disappointments, a t least
we thought so, when Miss Sherman whom we loved so much, left
us. Carrie Freese substituted for the next term. The following

spring they gave us a new superintendent, John A. Snow, and as
sistant teacher, Ella K. Litchfield.
May 6th, 1912, we gave a surprise party to Sam. Perhaps you
do not know him by his nickname but he is Dwight, the only boy in
our class. We invited Mr. Turner and Miss Litchfield to help
make the evening pleasant. Amidst all the good times some one
asked “Wouldn’t it be nice if Dwight were a girl? There are no
other boys in his class and his sisters are all brothers.” Sam ap
peared indifferent but his mother informed us Sam’s reply to that
question, while he was a small boy, when he overheard some one
ask her if she did not wish one of the boys were a girl, had been
“ I wouldn’t of been her, Ralph wouldn’t of been her, Myron
wouldn’t of been her, and I'd like to know who would of been her.”
A Picnic at Riverton brought our Junior year to a close. And
I can assure you, tests and hard work had not so fatigued us as to
prevent our enjoying the boat rides, games and lunches which were
planned for that day.
Last September, when we came back for our fourth and last
year’s work, our class had increased one in number making in all,
six. Evidently Sam was tired of being the only boy and had found
Stanley Hamlet to keep him company. Certainly Stanley excelled
us all in knowledge, for he always had the lessons, and much more.
But at the end of the Winter Term our new classmate left high
school, and I am a little ashamed of saying, it might have been be
cause of our envious dispositions.
Still another new principal, Clarence D. Brown had to be in
stalled for this year.
My grandfather once asked me if I realized the necessity of a
new principal so often, on replying that I did not, he said, “Well,
since you all are so smart a new principal is needed each year to
meett the increasing intellectuality of your class.” No doubt this
is true.
On the 31st day of last October, Mr. Brown gave a Hallowe’en
party in honor of the Senior class and Miss Litchfield. The even
ing was spent in games and telling stories. You can probably
guess the refreshments, pumpkin pie, chocolates, cider and the
like. Our fortunes were told that evening. There were nine can-

dies in a row and the number that we extinguished at one breath
signified the length of time before we should marry. We were all
anxious to try except Emma but Mr. Brown said, “Oh, yes, Miss
Wentworth, try your luck.” Emma, shy and bashful, shook her
head and held firm the arms of her chair. However, Sam could not
see things end this way and said, “Oh, go on Em.” This was too
much coaxing, so Emma said, “I don’t want to be married, but if
you want me to, I suppose 1 will.”
Mr. Brown probably knowing the effect of ghost stories pre
sented each one with a small jack-o’-lantern to guide us safely
home.
My classmate, Marion, has always appeared very shy and
dreamy toward all her friends, but now she has revealed to the Sen
iors her future plans. We hear th at she contemplates a ride
down the St. Lawrence. We hope it will be pleasant and enjoy
able. And wonder if when she finds her ship she will name it
“The Lawrence.”
There are yet three other points of interest, a Box Supper, the
School Fair, and the election of F. B. Heald, Superintendent.
The most important event concerning the box supper was the
S35.10 gained for our class fund. The highest box selling for
$13.50, and the lowest at Sl.OO.
Since the fair was given so recently I do not need to mention
anything except the money which we obtained, the amount being
c35.$3.
We have enjoyed especially the lectures which Mr. Heald has
planned for the high school. They are very helpful and instruc
tive in our school life. Also the arrangement made for our visit
to Portland High School, which proved very beneficial to us.
Now that our Senior year is finished this history has come to a
close, and we must consider well what we shall do to make history
i in the years to come—not only in the financial way, but in higher
and better things that make our lives worth living. In the free
days of our summer vacation we should take ample time to plan
our future and find places among the world’s workers where we can
do the best for ourselves and others. "Not at the top but Climb
ing” is our motto. Thus may our lives reach a climax in all that is

good, true, and worthy of our aim, crowned with long year’s of
service until “earthly things” shall have passed away, and with our
life’s history finished we shall enter the great school above with our
number complete before God.
HAZEL LILLIAN JOHNSON.

Class Piophecy
NE bright spring day in the year nineteen hundred twenty
while I was walking in the fields gathering flowers, my
thoughts went back to my former classmates at Scarboro
High School. I began to wonder where they were and what each
one was doing. I had wandered about for sometime when, as the
day was rather hot and sultry, I began to grow weary. So I lay
down on the grass to rest.
It seemed but a few moments that I had lain there when sud
denly the scenery changed and instead of the field where I had been,
I saw before me a large brick building surrounded by beautiful
lawns and flower gardens. I wondered what the building could be
but decided to enter. I came to a large hall where I glanced at a
calendar on the wall and found the date to be June the nineteenth,
nineteen hundred twenty, seven years exactly from the day we were
graduated a t high school. I went through the hall to a door at the
other side of the building. Glancing about me I saw a young girl
sitting on the lawn and listening interestingly for something. I
approached her and what was my surprise to find it to be my old
classmate, Emma F. Wentworth. She was much surprised but
nevertheless glad to see me. She told me that the building was a
large school for girls, and that she was teaching mathematics.
While at college she had travelled much during her vacations,
which had always been her desire to do, and after being graduated
she had gone there to teach. She said th at she liked it very much,

and after school had been dismissed for that day, had come out to
enjoy herself listening to the “Russell” of the leaves.
After leaving Miss Wentworth I decided to visit New York
City. Travelling abou’t this great metropolis for sometime I saw
many strange sights and at last came to a large law office. Upon
entering I saw a number of young lawyers, and among them I rec
ognized Dwight L. Libbey. On making inquiries I found th at he
had been graduated from college and was now a prosperous young
lawyer, as faithful in his studies of law as he had always been at
Scarboro High School. Satisfied with my visits I determined to
find my other two classmates; but where I had no idea; neither
Miss Wentworth nor Mr. Libbey knew where either of the girls
could be found. I resumed my journey and after a long time
stopped at Cambridge, Mass. As I alighted from the car a num
ber of young girls came around the corner, laughing and talking.
Among them was my friend and classmate, Hazel Lillian Johnson.
She appeared very glad to see me and after talking sometime about
the good times we had while going to school, I asked Hazel what
she was now doing. She told me that after leaving school she be
gan to study for the position of a trained nurse and had been work
ing at that occupation ever since receiving her diploma. I found
that she was one of the best nurses in the hospital. I inquired of
Hazel if she had heard anything from Elva since she left school and
her reply was: “When I was training for a.burse, I very often saw
Elva wheeling a baby carriage in Westbrook, Maine.”
This aroused my curiosity so much that I decided to find her
if possible. The next train carried me to Westbrook and to my
great surprise I found that Elva was a French governess for a
wealthy family. She told me that as French came so very easy to
her in Scarboro High School she decided to make a special study of
it in college. But at a very unfortunate time she had been com
pelled to leave Boston and had succeeded very well in her occupa
tion.
This story interested me very much and I began to ask more
questions about her college life, when I looked up and she had dis
appeared. All about me was quiet, save for the humming of the
bees and the singing of the birds. Again I wondered where could

she be. I looked again for the friends with whom I had been talk
ing. Alas ’twas only a dream; not a trace of my friends could I see!
“Like the shadows of night at the dawning of day;
Like a tale that is told they had vanished away."
Now you have heard the story I have told, and in order that
my classmates may remember the good times we have had together
as pupils of Scarboro High School, it is befitting that I present each
one with a small gift,—
Emma Florence Wentworth, sixteen years of age: weight one
hundred and six pounds; favorite by-word, “good-night.” To you,
Emma, I present this large book of travels. It has everything of
importance in it, even the way to Millinocket where you may some
day wish to go and see some of the strange sights of which you have
often heard. As you are so very industrious I think this book with
its large “Russelling” leaves will prove a great help to you in your
future work. You will also notice the paper cover, and this I hope
will prove a great benefit to you, when you no longer have Miss
Gilman’s French book on which to send announcements.
Hazel Lillian Johnson, seventeen years of age: weight, one
hundred and twenty pounds; favorite saying, “Aint th a t funny?”
I will give to you this box of writing paper and envelopes, as you
are so fond of writing letters and sometimes have great difficulty in
finding material. I think you will also find it a great help when
writing letters either to far-off Canada or to places as near as South
Portland. May it come in handy some day when you are far away
from here and do not have the dictionary in which to send notes to
your classmates.
Elva Gilman, eighteen years of age; weight, one hundred and
twenty pounds; favorite by-word. “Well, I know.” To you, Elva,
I present this small looking-glass, that you may still continue to ad
mire yourself when you are far away among strangers, and do not
wish to borrow your neighbors. You may find it handy while
going to college; if you have occasion to comb your hair during
school hours.

Dwiglu Linley Libbey. To you, our honored class president,
who has for four years wielded the sceptre in our well-known class,
I present this bat. Knowing your desire to succeed in this world,
I trust that with this little bat, you may bat your way through life
into the highest position in America, that is now held by President
Woodrow Wilson.
MARION WILCOMB SARGENT.

Extracts from Oration—Water Power of Maine
HE people of Maine are now beginning to realize what a tre
mendous wealth they possess. Forcibly brought to their
mind was the realization of this wealth, when the Maine
Legislature passed a bill protecting the Water Power of Maine. The
greatest natural wealth of Maine is its water power, in which the
state ranks third among all the states of the Union. Not only does
Maine rank high in America, but nowhere in Europe can we find
anything to compare with Bar Harbor, Maine, where work has been
going on for twenty-two years—the result of Maine’s water power.
But it is our intention to speak mostly of inland waterways, in
which Maine excels all states, compares favorably with all other
nations, and which, at the present time, it is our duty to improve
and protect.
Maine's water power consists for the most part in four rivers:
the Penobscot, Androscoggin, Kennebec and Saco. These four
rivers bring manufactories into the state from all parts of the world.
The Androscoggin and Kennebec are so situated that there is a rail
road terminal connecting the chief cities on these two rivers, at
Waterville. This city is also a railroad terminal for Bangor, the
largest city on the Penobscot. Thus manufactures from the very
eastern part of the state are shipped down the Penobscot to Wa
terville, thence to the cities of Lewiston and Brunswick. From
these cities manufactures may be shipped to Portland, and thence
all over the world. For these reasons skilled labor must from a
necessity be brought into the state.
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Not only are the manufactures benefited by these resources,
but also the agriculture and lumber. Aroostook county, the most
eastern county of Maine has always been noted for its market gar
dening. The fruitful soil of this section is the result of the drainage
of the Penobscot. Floated down this same river is the immense
amount of lumber, manufactured each year.
Let us now consider what the amount of Maine’s water power
is and what it is doing for the growth of small towns.
Take for instance the town of Rumford Falls. In 1900 a wil
derness shut off from railroads, at a stage limit of five miles. Only
a rocky village where sheep were wont to graze. To-day a flourish
ing town, with mills, lighting facilities, and a t least two well estab
lished papers. And what was the cause of this advance? Its
water power.
Other nations are entirely dependent upon their water power.
Belgium, France, Holland and Germany have the most wonderful
waterway systems in the world. The chief way of improving the
waterways is by way of connection. These are by means of canals.
Canals connect, on the Seine River, Paris, with parts of Havre and
Rouen. But in the United States, especially in Maine, rivers are
disconnected and scattered. A generation ago this same condi
tion existed in Europe; but are not the people of Maine awakening
to this fact?
Yes, indeed they are. A system of improvement is daily
being proposed. There is one thing we, as citizens of the United
States, and of Maine, especially, must do. We must protect our
water power. From whom you ask? From the Corporations,
mainly, I reply. . . .
Laws are but temporary and subject to many amendments.
Thus it is becoming a necessity for us to watch these corporations,
for like the first American settlers, if they are sold an inch will they
not take a foot? Let us, therefore, cling to and strive to enforce
any law which will protect our greatest natural wealth.
DWIGHT LINLEY LIBBEY.

Editorials
VOL. II.

JUNE, 1913

NO. 2.

EDITORS-IN-CHIEF
Literary...................................................................Elva Gilman, T3
Business Manager ......................................... Dwight Libbey, ’13
CLASS EDITORS
Hazel Johnson, '13,
Karl Sommer, '14,
Bessie Myers, T5
Elinor Harmon, '16
Alumni Editor............................................. Bertha Newcomb, TO
Exchange E ditor...........................................Gladys Urquhart, T5
Athletic E d ito r................................................ Raymond Leary, T4
Artistic E ditor............................................................. Ernest Libbey,T5
Four Corners is published three times during the school year by the
students of Scarboro High School.
Terms'. Single copies, IS cents.
Graduation Number, 10 cents.
Address all communications to the Business Manager, and send
all Exchanges to the Exchange Editor, Scarboro, Maine.

“Little bits of humor,
And a sleepless night.
Make our good school paper.
And use us up, all right."
N publishing this, our last issue for this term, we wish to
thank the alumni, students, teachers and advertisers for
the support that we have been given by all. It is true that
the support given us by the school has been confined to a few, and
has not been all it should have been in a school of this size, but we

are not complaining. We hope that you will be inspired by this,
our “Graduation Number,” and that next year we shall start our
paper with the support of the whole school. We would desire
yearly subscriptions, paid in advance. T hat is the only way to
help us. WE ABSOLUTELY MUST have a certain number of
PAID subscriptions, when we start out.
Our advertisers have been very generous with us, and we
express our deepest gratitude to all. To the GROCERS who so
kindly furnished us with confectionery for the school fair we also
extend our thanks. It is just these things that have made our
Senior Class INDEPENDENT this year, in regard to many af
fairs.
It is with much more confidence that wc present this issue of
our school paper. At the close of our first issue, in the Spring of
1912, we were SS.OO in debt—a debt of which we were kindly re
lieved by our most ardent supporter. With this issue we present
a clean record, having cleared S4.00, after our second enterprise.
We are unfortunately without an ATHLETIC COLUMN, per
haps because our former Editor of this column has left school, and
it certainly is true that with his departure from the school, Athletic
interest has decreased. However, the Alumni have organized a
baseball team, and are reported as being very swift. The Grammar
School Club is also advancing rapidly and soon we shall hear from
this organization.
The question of a DEBATING SOCIETY has been suggest
ed. There is some good material in the school, and there is no
reason why we can not organize a CLUB, develop our best material,
and contend for victory with other schools.
Could we arouse the interest of the PUBLIC in our greatest
need—a piano—we should be very glad. Perhaps next term we
may accomplish something in this respect. Let us hope for the
very best.

Slams
“Spare the Knocks, but Spoil the Pupil.”
Miss J., '13, has three excuses for leaving school, during her
vacations—Quarterly Meetings, Graduation Dress, and “Tales of
the Tub.”
Miss W. T6, and Miss L. 'IS, should certainly attend co
educational colleges.
Instructor—"Miss G. T3, you had better keep your glasses
for yourself, they may injure the eyes of others and they might pos
sibly get lost.”
Pupil—“A knock at the door.”
Instructor—“See if any one wants to come into the room!”
Miss P—"Mr. Brown.”
NOTICE—It is requested that Merrill, T5, be not allowed to
attend the CIRCUS next year, as it would only be money wasted.
He knows already more tricks than the entire company of Barnum
& Bailey’s Circus.
WANTED—Individual Dictionaries furnished to Myron
Libby, Ernest Libbey, Otis Leary, and Duane Merrill.
A man of leisure—Sargent.
WANTED—Mr. McK—to refrain from selling cookies to
Miss J, '16, or to any one likely to supply the Freshman class.

WANTED—A chewing gum firm for the entire school, immedi
ately.
New Janitors—Karl Sommer and Otis Leary.
Instructor—“This class reminds me of a sewing circle. Don’t
you know it is not etiquette to talk when other people are talking?”
Miss S. ’13—“Will we have examinations—the Seniors?”
Teacher—“You are always told so.”
Miss S., quickly—“ Do the teachers ever lie?”
For the safety of the 1913 girls’ eyes it is to be desired that
Miss Litchfield have no more fair visitors during the last period.
Louder and still louder the rumbling grew.
mer’s feet?

Could it be Som

Favorite place of E. Libby [after school]—Miss L -’s desk.
Soph. Latin—“Caesar’s bridge is rather interesting after all.”
Learv, T4— "I thought her father was a pheasant.”
Instructor—“A what?”
Sommer’s voice [in a low tone]—“Leary, that’s a bird with
feathers.” General laughter.
Pupil, in French—“Where is Miss S, T4?”
Teacher—“You look after----- I’ll see about Miss S.”
Merrill, T5, has been having great trouble with his chair in the
recitation room. Upon investigation he has decided that it is
merely learning to walk.
Instructor to Leary, T5, [in Freshman English]—“You are not
in this class [as an after thought| yet.”

WhydoesMiss J. '13, enjoy reading the new French book? Can
it be because Joseph is mentioned so many times, or is it because of
the Cookies served at Katherine’s house?
Leary, '14. You have lost your social position in this school.
Pandora is lady’s man, now. [At least it looked that way at Miss
H -’s party.
DIRECTORY AS GOOD AS T H E TELEPHONE BOOK
Misformation—Raymond Leary.
Circus Performances—Duane Merrill.
Information regarding French—Karl Sommer.
Broken Hearts—Miss W. T6, and Miss M.T5.
Food Agency—Miss J. '16, and Miss P. T6.
Girls—Myron Libbey.
GEMS FROM OUR EXCHANGES
Student—“You say that if you buy this pony, it will save half
my studying?”
Clerk—“Yes.”
Student—“Gimme two."
“Sir, I want your daughter’s hand?”
“You may have it dear boy, with pleasure, if you’ll take the
one that is always in my pocket.”
Teacher—“What are the chief works of Homer?”
Pupil—“The Oddity and the Idiot.”
“Darling,” he whispered,
“I never loved but thee
Said the maid, “We must part,
No amateur for me."
Why can’t a man’s nose be over eleven inches long?
Because, if it were, it would be a foot.

PRECISE
A certain young man had the habit of correcting carelessness in
speech th at cameto his notice. The other day he walked into a
shop and asked for a comb. "Do you want a narrow man's comb ?’'
asked the clerk. “No," said the customer, gravely, "I want a
comb for a stout man with rubber teeth.”
laboratory notes—
“A jolly young chemist tough,
While mixing a compound of stuff
Dropped a match in a vial
And after a while
They found his front teeth and one cuff.”
SONGS OF H. S. S. PUPILS
"Asleep in the Deep.—Raymond Sargent.
“At the Devil’s Ball.”—Otis Leary.
“I Never Knew What Eyes Could Do, 'Till I Met You.” —
Elinor Harmon.
“A Girlie Was Just Made To Love.”—Georgia Wentworth.
“My Moon Has Got His Eyes on You.”—Ruth Johnson.
“I Like the Girls and the Girls Like Me.”—Ernest Libbey.
"Call Me Up Some Rainy Afternoon.”—Alice Plummer.
“Will I Ever Have a Girl?”—Duane Merrill.
“Oh! You Baby Doll.”—Hazel Johnson.
“Moonlight on the Saint Lawrence.”—Marion Sargent.
"Oh! You Georgia Rose.”—Raymond Leary.
"Gee, I Wish I Had a Beau.”—Lutie Sargent.
Instructor [seizing frisky Freshman]—“Young man, I believe
Satan has hold of you!”
Freshman [quickly]—“ I think so, too.”—Ex.

School IRotes
A very pleasant surprise was given to Nellie Hudson, June 5th,
when, on the evening of her birthday, she was greeted as she alight
ed at her home from a Portland car by twenty-five of her young
friends. Miss Nellie soon recovered from her fright and made her
young friends welcome. After games had been enjoyed on the
lawn the young people were called to the house where they were
served with ice cream, punch and fancy crackers by the Misses
Mary and Cora Hudson, who had been let into the secret. Miss
Nellie received a bar and some beauty pins from her young school
friends and two dozen carnations from friends outside the school.
The Baccalaureate Sermon for the graduating classes of Scarboro High and Grammar Schools will be preached by Rev. H. D.
Knowles at the Methodist Church, Dunstan, June 15th.
At the reception of the Senior Class, Jordan’s Orchestra will
furnish music. A Portland reader will be secured and Miss Gladys
Stinson of Biddeford will act as soloist. The concert will be fol
lowed by dancing.

Exchanges
This Exchange department has been established, not for the
sake of knocking the papers of rival schools, nor because we have
any grand opinions of our own superiority, but for the common
benefit to all the Exchanges and to ourselves of criticism. Criti
cism is not merely fault finding. It aims to find the good as well as
the bad, to determine the value of sound judgment. Therefore,
we are willing to give and to take in the same spirit.
We are willing to exchange with any school paper. Our paper
may not be as good as some and we are willing to exchange that we
may improve our standard. If by chance our paper should be bet
ter we are willing to help others in the same spirit. We ask all
Exchange Editors to address us: Four Corners, Exchange Editor,
Scarboro, Maine.

This is the first issue of our paper-that has had an exchange
column. Although we have received but few papers we heartily
welcome all. We hope tha*t you will continue to exchange with us.
We acknowledge the receipt of the following:—Olympian,
Biddeford, Me., two issues; The Academy Echo, Freedom, Me.;
Clarion, West Roxbury, Mass., two issues; Outlook, Kezar Falls,
Me., tw o issues; Writers' Magazine, Roxbliry Crossing, Mass.; The
Magnet, Leominster, Mass.
The Academy Echo is one of the very best papers we have seen.
The Olympian is a very good paper.
next issue.
The Clarion is a good paper.
and very interesting stories.

We are looking for your

It contains some amusing jokes

The Outlook is always welcome among our Exchanges. We
ask your permission to criticize the article supposed to have been
written by Miss Pendexter. We are ready to grant to you that
“A few should not be gratified at the expense of many.” But al
low me to call your attention to the fact that the highest tax-payers
are the ones, who desire the best education for their children. It
is the people, who live from “bread to mouth,” who desire that their
children pursue such studies as will immediately fit them for work.
Shall then the tax-payers pay for something from which they will
receive no benefit? You suggest that the pupils desiring to study
Latin remove to another school. We would hear abuses poured
down upon them from all sides should these transfer with them, their
fathers or mothers, the tax-payers of the vicinity in which they
lived. Should k\\ these do so, you would only find still more peo
ple, in their places, clamori ng for the better education. Why not
make a compromise and aid all classes—institute [you are furnished
with plenty of money to do so] two distinctive courses, and in your
free high schools, aid both the person desiring a business education,
and his more fortunate brother who is able to pursue advanced
studies. Above all “ Do not injure one class at the expense of
another.”

We are, it is true, living in an advanced age—too advanced in
some respects. It will not injure us in any way, to study those old
Roman people, who have for ages been admitted to be the very
model of propriety, intellectual ability and morality. Shall we
then progress, if we abolish this high standard of living, and insti
tute only such studies as will immediately turn our unprotected
childhood into the world, at an age when it had far better be in
the schoolroom, if studying nothing better than Latin.
Latin does add something to society. I turn pale myself, for
the Ancient people when I hear some one say, "Latin, may help
one’s English.” Do you know, dear readers, th at Milton's Epic
Poems, Dante’s Divine Comedy and Tennyson’s Idylls are but
stories of Virgil and Homer in different forms? It is said that we
are progressive, and it is also said that education is the basis of
progress, then why should we abolish our classics at a time when we
can substitute nothing in their places? If you abolish the classics,
then you must condemn Shakespeare and Tennyson. Do you now
think that Latin is a waste of time for every one?
You say that something must be omitted from the high school
schedule. We are progressive. Latin is work, then omit Latin.
I reply, I never yet saw a high school, where, if the teacher spent
half of his time in the schoolroom, and some industrious pupil
wanted to work, that Latin should be dropped from its schedule.
You asked me if I thought the Latin prepared student the
best product of the school. I certainly do. Go to any high school,
you will find the Latin scholars the best students. Why? They
are willing to work.
No, I do not think all students should be compelled to take
Latin. Certainly not. T hat is unreasonable. Some are better
adapted to other studies, and a student will do better work if he
works at what he likes best. But in just the same way I appeal t,o
all high school authorities, and say, “Give us something for both
classes of students—the English and the Latin."

Hlumnt Botes
1908.

Ralph Johnson, who was graduated from the Boston Tech
nical School, May 28, visited school recently.

1910.

Bertha May Newcomb will be graduated from Gorham
Normal School, this month.

1911.

Mr. and Mrs. Herbert Rice [nee Gladys Waterhouse]
have a little son, Frederick, born April 18.

1912.

Arlene Anna Harmon and Frank Leary were married
May 28. Mr. and Mrs. Leary will reside in Dunstan.

The classes of ’94 and *95, from Scarboro High School, with in
vited guests enjoyed a shore dinner at the Moulton House recently.
The following were present: Miss Addie Kaler, ’95; Mr. E. Perley
Libbey, ’95; Mrs. E. Perley Libbey; Mr. Ralph E. Leslie; Mrs.
Mabel Leslie, ’95; Mr. E. L. Shaw; Mrs. E. L. Shaw, ’94; Mrs.
Eloise Libbey, ’95; Mr. John A. Hunnewell, '94; Mrs. William
Robins; Mr. William J. Robins, ’95; Mr. Harry Kaler, ’95; Mrs.
Harry Kaler, ’94; Mr. Walter Boothby; Mrs. Walter Boothby, ’95;
Miss Frances Boothby; Mr. Louis Peterson, ’95; Mrs. Louis Peter
son; Mr. Harry Small, ’95; Mrs. Harry Small.
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PATTERSON & LAIDLAW
CONTRACTORS & BUILDERS
TELEPHONE CONNECTIONS:
Portland, 1082-X

Goodwin’s

Scarboro, 174

Old Insurance
Agency

Representing the Following Old and Stannch Fire Companies:
Niagara of New York
Fire Association of Philadelphia
Boston of Boston, Mass.
Hamburg & Bremen of Hamburg
Pennsylvania
Commercial Union
Security of New Haven
Underwriters of New York
1’rovidence-W a shington
Caledonian of Edinboro
Standard of Hartford
Glen Falls of New York
When in need of good, sound insurance, call on
H. H. GOODWIN

GEO. B. GOODWIN

J. A. SNOW

Bates College, Lewiston, Maine
GEORGE COLBY C H ASE, D. D.,LJL.D.,
President
COEDUCATIONAL
UNSECTARIAN
Courses leading to A. B. and B. S. degrees

G. W. CASH COMPANY
Dealers in
Groceries and Provisions
Cash Corner, Maine

Telephone82491-1

L. E. Gilman,
timoob, Uron ant) flDacbtne Morft
SOUTH PORTLAND, MAINE R.F.D.8.

Telephone 18-6

| Will you Graduate
I this Year?
|
I

For Graduation Dresses and
Dress Accessories, come and
choose from the splendid, new
lines shown by

I PORTEOUS, MITCHELL <& BRAUN
1 CO., Portland, Maine
»

and enjoy the benefits of large assortments and excellent values

J. R. O’NEIL
The Up-to-Date Baker

Famous Mother’s Bread
Fancy Cakes and Pastry
Special attention given to Wedding and Birthday Cakes
Teams in Scarboro daily

YOU CAN SAVE MONEY
BY TRADING AT

Shaw’s

The Leading
Grocer

SCARBORO BEACH AND PROUT’S NECK, MAINE

Colby College
Courses lead to the A. B. and B. S. Degrees
Admission by examination or by certificate from an approved
school. For Catalogue, address
President ARTHUR J. ROBERTS,
38 College Avenue,
WATERVILLE, ME.

G . W . .K n ig h t
GENERAL MERCHANDISE
GROCERIES,
BOOTS,
SHOES,
GRAIN
FERTILIZER and SEEDS
West Scarboro

.

.

.

.

Maine

McKENNEY’S Cash Market
TH E STORE OF Q U A L IT Y
carry a complete line of
FANCY GROCERIES, MEATS and VEGETABLES
W. I. McICENNEY, Cash Grocer
Comer Main and Brown Street.
Cash Corner, South Portland, Maine.

William Peterson
Dealer in
FLOUR
GRAIN,
HAY,
STRAW
A MA TITE and. R UBBER ROOFIN G S

FEEDS,
and SALT
O A K HILL, M A IN E

Fred M . Newcomb & Son

GROCERS
AT

Prouts Neck aT}d Black Point
Fred M . Newcomb

J. H arold Newcomb

